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~ INTRODUCTION 


SA EPEATED solicitations from my near relatives 
and friends have finally induced me, now in 
the Jatter part of my eightieth year, to collect 
a few of my writings in booklet form. Many incidents, 





notes of travel, poems, etc., must be left out for inter- 
ested ones to hunt up in after years. 


| have arranged for Life Notes to fill the opening 
pages, my Sermonettes to occupy the closing ones, with 
my Poems in the middle, in the following order: Boy- 
hood Poems, Young Manhood, Later Poems,—with two 
plates, one of myself—photo taken at age of sixty-six 
—and a group showing my mother, two sisters, one son 
and two daughters. 


And now: To my loving wife, dear children, and 
many kind friends, from New York to Los Angeles, and 
from Florida to the lakes, I dedicate this little booklet. 


L. L. BENSON, 
Pasadena, California, 1909. 
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Life Notes 


i was born in Harford County, Maryland, the 17th of 
ninth month, 1829. Before I was six years old my father 
taught me to read the 238d Psalm. I refer to this in 
honor of my dear father, who little knew at that time the 
fullness of the blessing he was bestowing upon me. The 
impression made by the words of that Psalm upon my 
young mind were never lost. 

-I well remember the precious visitations of the Lord 
at that age, and my great desire for that peace of God 
which he so bountifully bestowed upon me in after life. 
My parents were true Friends. They ‘taught their chil- 
dren to read the Holy Scriptures with reverence for God 
and his sacred truth. Not only by precept did they 
teach, but by holy example they impressed our minds 
with the sacredness of divine things. 

In the spring of 1837 father sold his farm near Falls- 
ton, Harford County, Maryland, crossed the mountains 
with his family about the middle of March, and located 
on a farm among the hills in the eastern part of Guern- 
sey County, Ohio. My brother Jesse, twelve years old, 
rode the saddle horse and drove a three-horse team, the 
wagon containing the principal part of our goods. Mother 
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drove one horse to a light wagon, carrying a bed and the 
children, three sisters and myself. We were fourteen days 
making the “journey, the whole route being one of great 
interest. I was seven years old, the youngest of the 
family, but I enjoyed with the others the wild romantic 
scenery of the mountains. The morning we first saw the 
Ohio river and looked out upon the hills beyond was in- 
deed the beginning of a wonderful day to us. 

Ohio was one of the western states then, and every- 
thing seemed strange to us, but as the years rolled on 
we became reconciled. Our house was situated on a 
“bench” on the side of the hill. Some distance below 
it ran the rippling streams, adding music to the air, and 
above it the hill rose to a hundred feet, then a fine level 
field stretched out to the foot of another: hill beyond. 
‘This was our pasture field at the time of the incident I 
-am about to relate. | 

I was ten years old and had become of some use to - 
my parents, and sometimes felt my labors irksome. After 
dinner cne summer day my father sent me to bring the 
horses from the pasture field on the hill. We had a little 
blaek horse named Coley. He was a gentle little fellow. 
I could easily catch him, and be seemed delighted to help 
me drive the other horse home. 

As I walked up the steep hill, with bridle in hand, 
a little depressed under my task, knowing the horses 
would be under the shade trees at, the far side of the 
field, the Heavenly Father sent me a prayer. I prayed 
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that Coley would meet me at the bars at the entrance of 
the field. I was about half way up the hill when this 
prayer was given me, and with it came an inspiration 
of courage which helped me to easily mount the re- 
mainder of the hill. My childish confidence was not dis- 
turbed when, on nearing the bars, I saw Coley there with 
head up looking for me. The other horses were away 
_back at the far side of the field under the shade trees. 
I bridled my pony and rode away with delight. It was 
in after years this special manifestation of God’s care 
bore fruit. 

I knew nothing then of the wickedness of this world, 
nor of the selfish tendencies of the natural man. I had 
been taught to trust in the Lord on _ the line of the 
23d Psalm. Early in my “teens’’ I associated with men 
of letters, who furnished me with books of various char- 
acter, full of the philosophies of men. I read them eag- 
erly, and soon found myself on the open sea of uncer- 
tainty, drifting away from the beautiful shores of God. 
While my imagination was delighted with the pleasing 
theories of men, my soul found no rest on the troubled 
waters; and, everytime, when the balances were poised, 
the little incident of Coley at the bars outweighed all the 
reasonings of Hume, Volney, Voltaire and Paine. And 
now, as I recall these things, my whole being fills with 
thanksgiving and praise to the Heavenly Father for his 
wonderful interpositions of divine favor, and the manifes- 


tations of his direct care and nearness to the children of 
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men, I attended meeting for worship twice a week with 
my parents, enjoyed the silent sittings; very seldom be- 
came drowsy or tired, but grew tender and refreshed un- 
der the meditations of divine goodness, and never heard 
the spoken word without being moved to tears. My soul 
was full of reverence for God and I had great regard for 
His ministers. My estimate of the purity and knowledge 
of the minister was so high, and the awe enshrouding the 
obligations and responsibilities of his position so.great, 
that when the Master of Assemblies gave me words to 
utter, [ greatly feared and trembled. I was thirteen years 
old, sitting in one of the quiet meetings, when the word 
of testimony was given me in the language of the Virgin 
Mary: “My soul doth magnify the Lord, and my spirit 
hath rejoiced in God my Saviour.” I wept and trembled, 
for the awe of the moment was over-whelming. I 
felt the words were. given me to -speak, but 
through fear of man my tongue was dumb with silence. I 
had heard elders administer caution in regard to being 
very eareful about speaking, and I was so sensitive, I 
could not bear the thought of being reproved. I am very 
sure that one of the causes of decline in our Society was 
the absence of the definite experience of the baptism of 
the Holy Spirit in the Eldership; the want of fathers and 
mothers with deep discernment of spiritual conditions, 
and the tender sympathy required in caring for the lambs 
of the flock. 

“God will lead his flock like a shepherd, He will gather 
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the lambs with his arms, and carry them in his bosom, 
and will gently lead those that are with young.” (Is. 40: 
liv). Years rolled on without any special spiritual devel- 
opment; my mind occupied largely with mental studies 
until, at the age of nineteen, I visited my relatives in the 
state of Maryland, and attended the- Baltimore Yearly 
‘Meeting of Friends at Lumbard street. I attended all the 
sessions with much interest. When the business had all 
been finished and the great congregation had gathered in- 
to perfect silence before the Lord, the awe of which seem- 
ed overwhelming, the words of the poet Thompson: 
“Come then expressive’ silence muse His_ praise” 
rushed upon me like a tempest. I shook from head to 
foot, and my tears dropped to the floor, but I seemed | 
tied to my seat. In a moment or two an aged minister 
in the gallery arose and repeated the very words, and 
sat down. The meeting closed. My heart was sad. I 
mourned over my failure, feeling that the Lord would 
not regard me any more. During the years of my minor- 
ity I longed for victory over the powers of evil, and de- 
liverance from the weakness of the fiesh. From the 
depths of my soul I said often to the Lord: If there is 
no possibility of rising above uncertainty and failure in 
this life, oh Lord, take me to thy home above where if 
can serve thee without failure. Fame and glory of this 
world had no attractions for me. I mourned over the 
conditions of mankind as they became evident to me. 


The terrible sins of intemperance, slavery and war 
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burdened my soul. The pressure of these things some-. 
times drove me to melancholy, for I had not yet found 
the victory which is in our Lord and Savior Jesus Christ. 


About this time I wrote the following lines: 


Ah, what is Earth with all the fame she gives 
To the immortal soul, which feels and lives? 
Disgusted with the fruits her treasures yield, 
My spirit tongs for something unrevealed, 
Some living substance, food to satisfy 

Its Heaven-born cravings— 

Was it ordained by Thee, Eternal Power, 
That man should live until his latest hour 
And find no rest within the present given, 
But ever long for a prospective Heaven? 
That in the future he alone should find 
Knowledge to suit the texture of his mind? 
Whene’er I think of what Iam, oh Lord, 

An atom furnished by thy speaking word, 
Whene’er I think of what I yet may be 

i lose myself in wonder and in Thee. 


About this time I accidentally got into deep water. 
I was unable to swim, and tho there were seven men on 
the bank near by. they failed to rescue me until I had 
lost all consciousness. I knew when I was up the third 
time and gave up all hope of rescue. I had no sense of 
suffering only a feeling of suffocation. My last thought of 
earth was of my parents and their grief at my untimely 
end. The scene immediately changed. I stood on the 
banks of a beautiful river, surrounded by a more lovely 


landscape than I had ever seen. There was no sun’ in 
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the heavens but the light was more beautiful than any 
summer morning of earth. I saw no human form, but 
heard sweet music as of angel voices. I entered a 
garden of evergreens and flowers, tall, slender ever- 
greens. There was no shadow anywhere. I was en- 
joying the scene with ecstatic delight when my eyes 
opened again on this world, and a thrill of regret passed 
over me. | ; 

We will step over twenty years of my life, leaving 
. the reader to sift out from “Young Manhood’ Poems” the 
experiences and life notes of that period. Still holding 
membership with Friends, I had united with the M. E. 
church, and became an active worker. I superintended 
Bethel Sabbath school thirteen consecutive years. It 
grew in numbers and spiritual power until it became the 
banner school of the North Ohio Conference. I took 
active part in all revival services, and rejoiced in the 
conversion of sinners. But still I found myself bound 
under the love of human approval. The love of approba- 
tion crippled me, and held me from trusting fully in God, 
and obeying Him rather than man. I was in my fortieth 
year when conviction for sins of omission, because of the 
fear of man, came so strongly upon me that I at once 
made a full consecration, throwing my whole body of self 
. upon the altar. In the twinkling of an eye my whole 
being was deluged with the baptism of the Holy Spirit. 
My doubts and fears were gone. Discouragements dis- 
appeared and have never returned. I realized indeed a 
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new Heaven and a new earth. I conferred not with flesh 
and blood, but gave up to the divine requiring. The 
Lord said go, and I went. Doors opened for the evangel- 
istic mission work. Whole families were converted in an 
hour; the sick were healed; the poor inebriate delivered 
from his terrible appetite, and the withered limb restored. 
My blessed companion, Minerva H. Benson, received the 
‘baptism about the same time and became a_ powerful 
agent in the Lord’s hands. 

One incident in regard to the:interposition of Divine 
Power which occurred during the period we have stepped 
over, I must here relate. I had been so drilled in the 
quiet way of Friends’ meetings that the noisy way of 
the Methodists and United Brethren confused me, and I 
was unable to worship among them. [I took the matter 
to the Lord. He met me one day on the way home 
from visiting some patients. I was riding along prayer- 
fully meditating upon this very subject. At a certain 
point in the road I can never forget, the Lord spoke to 
me with audible voice: “Thou mayst particularly admire 
the tranquil sublimity of the silent twinkling midnight 
star, yet remember that God made the mountain cataract; 
that He calls and directs the storm which purifies the 
atmosphere of the globe, giving health and vigor to man. 
Worship God in all things.” The matter was settled — 
at once. ‘Noise never troubled me any more. 

After being engaged in evangelistic work for a short 
time the question of denominational differences pressed 
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upon me. Members of the different bodies appeared 
honest and devoted in their various forms of belief and 
worship. Some were so zealous they could not tolerate 
each other’s mode nor worship together. I was shown 
that honesty, sincerity, devotion and zeal, however im- 
portant, were not criteria of spiritual enlightenment. In a 
day vision I saw Jesus Christ sitting on top of a conical 
mountain in the sunlight of eternal truth. The people 
were at the base and at different altitudes around the 
sides of the mcuntain. Many were going upward, while 
large bodies at the base, under the mists of the valley, 
were weaving back and forth, making no advancement. 
1 saw myself with others about midway looking up and 
pressing forward. 

As we stood erect with eyes fixed upon the summit 
loose robes dropped from our shoulders and we gladly 
pressed onward. i saw that every one, looking to Jesus, 
could go directly to him from their own standpoint. As 
we advanced we came nearer together. The circle grew 
less and less. The loose robes of prejudice, of education, 
of modes and forms of worship, and all sectarian cloaks 
fell off as we approached the divine radiance of the sum- 
mit. We rejoiced in the freedom of the Gospel when we 
arose, opened our eyes and saw “Jesus only.” 

While reading the 34th chapter of Ezekiel and medi- 
tating thereon the Lord gave me this vision: ll was stand- 
ing on the southwest side of a mountain. It seemed to 


me I was about half way up from the base, but close 
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above was a great veil, stretched as far as I could see, 
hiding from my view all that was above me. At a little 
‘distance on my right a stream of clear water came spark- 
ling from under the veil, and ran down the mountain as 
far as I could see. Near the veil a company of intelli- 
gent looking worshipers stooped down to drink of the 
water after the minister had walked through it. 

A long distance down I saw a great company of peo- 
ple, with long ‘hoods extending over their faces, going 
bowed down, drinking the water after the priest had walk- 
ed through, back and forth, defiling it with his feet. After 
watching the performance a few minutes, I turned toward 
the mountain top, and saw through an oval opening in 
the veil a garden of evergreens and flowers. The crystal 
stream sparkled in the beautiful sunlight. While gazing 
with rapture on the scene a guide stepped up and said, 
“It is thy privilege to drink above the veil.” 
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BOYHOOD POEMS 





The Poet’s Inspiration 


Forgive, forgive a poet’s strains, 
Indulge me in the mystic art, 
For now I feel the electric chains 
Of poesy drawing round my heart. 
I deeply feel the potent spell 
Like flaming fire around me dwell. 
I] hear the sound of angels’ wings 
And golden harps of thousand strings. 
I] see upon her: templed isle 
Fair Beauty ope her gates and smile, © 
And beckon, while I tune my lyre, 
A spirit, radiant.as the morn, 
To touch my trembling soul with fire 
From off her glowing altar borne. 


A Fragment 


O, with what pure and calm delight 

I think o’er by-gone scenes tonight, 

And trace again those pages o’er 

Which call to mind the days of yore, 

And warmly fancied that my ear 

Had caught the sounds, still lingering near, 
Of that sweet voice I loved to hear, 
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Yes, thus my thoughts have wandered free 
O’er hill and vale, my friend, to thee; 

And fain would tell with what delight 

I ponder @er these scenes tonight. 


Little Eva 


Yes, the sadly touching story 
We have heard told of that clime 
Where the rose in crimson glory 
Brightens all the summertime, 
And the name of that sweet maiden, 
Pure in spirit, fair and young, 
Golden-haired, by thought o’erladen, 
Now is heard from every tongue. 


Once she loved at morn and even 
With her bible friend to roam, 

Pointing out the words of heaven, 
Telling of her future home; 

And her soul with joy o’erflowing 
Gazed, in thought divinely fair, 

On the lake’s smooth waters, glowing 
In the radiant sunlight there. 


Gone is she to realms of gladness, 
Died the little maiden fair; 

Weeps the captive’s heart in sadness, 
Soothed no more in his despair. 

But the sinless for the sinner 
Died in ages long ago; 

Back to earth we would not win her— 
Let her beauteous spirit go, 
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Memory with love undying 
Lingers near the ebbing wave, 
Where the mournful night winds, sighing, 
Chant a requiem o’er her grave. 
But with fair and radiant fingers 
Hope and Faith, in smiling rest, 
Point where gentle Eva lingers 
With the spirits of the blest. 


To Hinda 


Dear Hinda, gaze upon these lines 
And hear within this feeble lay 

A wish that peace may ever be 
The true companion of thy way. 


May all thy days be crowned with joy, 
And when this fleeting life is o’er, 
May happiness without alloy 
Attend thee onward evermore. 





To Fannie 


You miss me at home, dearest Fannie, 
You seek me at evening in vain; 
Your fireside is cheerless without me; 

You long for my presence again. 


The fountain of purest affection 

Is ope’d by these thoughts while I roam, 
And, trusting in God for protection, 

| soon will return to my home. 
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Again shall we climb the rude mountain, 
Dear Fan, where the evergreens grow; 

Repose by the rich, cooling fountain, 
And gaze on its waters below. 


These thoughts o’er my soul gently stealing 
Recall me wherever] roam, ~ 

And, touching the spirit’s deep feeling, ~ 
Bring the wanderer back to his home. 


I Love to Wander 


I love to wander when the silver dew 
Hangs trembling on the verdure covered tree, 
To drink the glories of each morn anew, 

And swell a-hymn, oh, Infinite, to Thee. 


To see aurora fair, ethereal born, 
Bright herald of the glad awakening day, 
With rosy fingers ope the gates of morn 
And chase the fleeting shades of night away. 


See! up the east the golden chariot springs, 
Lit by his beams the field of ether glows; 

The lyre of heaven, yielding all her strings, 
Reclines in silent and unseen repose. 


I love to wander when the setting sun 
Withdraws his beams reluctantly away, 

To watch the shades the silent eve puts on, 
The progress of the slow declining day. 


Now sol, departing, sheds his latest glow; 
Hill after hill has lost the golden beam; 

The shades of night steal o’er the vale below 
Where, gently murmuring, rolls the winding stream. 
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Now Venus, first of all the starry train, 
Renews the polish of her silver crown, 

And, gazing mildly on the earth and main, 
Looks from her throne of azure beauty down, 


While far above, the twinkling eyes of night 
Come, one by one, as sentinels on high, 

Till every portion of the dome is bright, 
And silent grandeur settles on the sky. 


And now fair Cynthia, loaded with her smiles, 
Flings over hill and vale her tender beams, 
Looks calmly down upon a hundred isles, 
And shines deep mirrored in a thousand streams. . 


I love to wander, oh, Supremely Wise, 

To gaze upon these glowing works of Thine, 
And feel my fondest aspirations rise 

To Thee, oh, God, eternal and divine. 


Awake! 


Awake! a glorious dawn is breaking, 
Comes from yonder sky a light 

Bursting through the clouds, and shaking 
All the pillars of old night. 


Earth, though bound in chains of darkness, 
Feels the life-inspiring power; 

Night on feeble pinion flutters, 
Growing weaker every hour. 


Hail, eternal truth, triumphant! 
Touch with power the human will, 
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Wake the spirit from its dreaming, 
Speak th’ opposing waves: Ze sZzd/. 


Break the fetters that are binding 
Sects in narrow, selfish pride; 
Scorch the sable wings of dogmas; 
Throw each foolish creed aside. 


Butst the bars that dark, intruding 
Prejudice has firmly wrought; 

Chase the phantoms of delusion 
Sternly from the halls of thought. 


Tell the millions that are seeking 
’Neath the shadow of a fane 

For the hope of future glory, 
Christ has rent the veil in twain. 


Teach them that the mind no longer . 
Should ’neath types and shadows dwell; © 
Truth and love alone with labor 
Can redeem a world from hell. 





Creation 


Before the sun with radiant beauty crowned 
Sprang from the east and shed his beams around, 
Or hung suspended from the vault of night, 

The moon looked down with soft and tender light; 
Ere mountains rose where boldly now they stand, 
Or woods adorned the surface of the land, 

Or deep along the forest covered shore 

The winding river flowed with gentle roar; 
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Ere wisdom on her smiling chariot ran, 

Filled with delight to show her truths to man; 
Then lived Omnipotence in essence bright, 
Eternal source of good, of life and light. 

Then deep within his own unfathomed mind 
He saw eternal forms with forms combined, 
While through the scene his love divinely ran, 
Each form matured, maturing in his plan, 

Till upward rose to his omniscient eye 

Sun, moon and stars, earth, ocean, air and sky. 
The mountains rose, the wood adorned the plain, 
The winding river, flowing, met the main; 
Eternal lays of beauty ever near 

Enlivened all and marked the rolling year, 

And harmony with love divinely ran 

Through all the frame and ended full in man. 


YOUNG MANHOOD 


To Lizzie 


My dearest Lizzie: Now alone 

Where naught but noiseless wings intrude, 
I muse on scenes by-past and gone, 

A solace in my solitude. 


To thee in pleasing thought I turn 
When absence hides thee from my sight; 
For thee my flame of love shall burn 
Through sun and storm, through day and night. 


Thou art the star that guides my bark, 
The star of earthly hope to me; 

The future yet an unknown dark 
May glow with fairest light for thee. 


Oh, let affection’s dearest ties 
Around united hearts entwine; 

If man refuse to bless, the skies 
Can send a blessing more divine. 


Oh, could | leave thee? Never. never; 
I feel thy love is ’round me thrown; 
Cursed be the hand that e’er could sever 
The cords that bind two souls in one, 
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To Lizzie 


Dear Lizzie, such an eve as this, 
When nature’s beauties glad each scene, 
When, filled with thoughts of loveliness, 
The soul enjoys a bliss serene, 
Escapes dull care’s tyrannic power, 
Delighting in the still, calm hour,— 


My dearest, such an eve, so bright, 
Whate’er to other minds it give, 

For me it sheds a sacred light 
Which makes my soul rejoice to live. 


And first my aspirations rise, 
By fervent adoration given, 
To Him who framed the glowing skies, 
Whose footstool earth, whose throne is heaven. 


Then mingled with that love divine 
Which never leads the soul astray,— 
Oh, ever be the portion mine 
To trust its true, enlightening ray,— 


Yes, mixed with that pure, holy love, 

The holiest that my soul can prove, 

In unison so near complete, 

No contrasts in the circle meet, 

Come sweetest, loveliest thoughts of thee, 
My earthly love, my dearest E—— 





Those eyes! those eyes! ! Oh, must I sigh 
Thus always for their light in vain? 

Is there no mystic spell of earth 
To wake those gentle orbs againr 
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No, no; their loveliness may shine 
Now only as some leading star 
To guide this grieving soul of mine 
To brighter, better worlds afar. 


Awake, Sad Harp 


Awake, sad harp, and if thy tones 
Can only breathe in sorrow’s strain, 
Sing on; he who thy music owns 
W ould gladly see thee wake again. 


I know I bade thee silent be 
When every tone was full with grief; 
Thy burning words were piercing me; 
My wounded spirit sought relief. 


But rather would | bear the thrill 
Of sorrow that thy tones impart 
Than have this long deep silence fill 
Each bleeding chamber of my heart. 


Awake once more, whate’er may be 
The burden of thy future strain, 
I will not blame thy minstrelsy, 
I only ask thee, Wake again. 


There is a pensive harp whose numbers flow. 

Best when its tones are mi¥ed with notes of woe, 
Shrinks ’neath the sound of ruder passion’s strain, 
But at the voice of grief resounds again; 

Sleeps when the train of mirthfulness is near, 

But wakes to harmony at sorrow’s tear. 
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Stanzas 


A shadow o’er my spirit came 

_ Of grief, of care—perhaps a part— 
-Enough to know without a name 
That power which chills the very heart, 


There rolled a tide of human thought 
In anguish o’er my burning brain 
With wounded ties and feelings fraught 
And wildly mingled pride and pain. 


I said, while thus the fatal thrill 

Of anguish dwelt on all the chords, 
Affection, let thy voice be still; 

I cannot bear thy burning words. 


Thy tide is rolling like the flame 
Of potent fever ’round my heart; 
Tis lava to this nerve-strung frame; 
I bid thy frenzying power depart. 


Depart! but ere | deem untrue 

The pledge that love and friendship gave, 
Let all I ever felt or knew 

Lie deep in Lethe’s silent wave. 


Remembrance ceased; -and oh, for power 
To fill that blank without a name— 

To paint the gloom of that dread hour 
In which no thought nor feeling came. 


I wildly said: If joy can thrill 
But only thus with grief and pain, 
Ye Powers, restore the sense of ill, 
That I may love and live again. 
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Lines 


- This life is wrought with many wiles, 


With intermingling tears and smiles, 
Alternate lines of light and shade, 
By passing joy and sorrow made, 
With deep uncertainty supplied, 
And anxious care on either side. 


Awhile our sun is shining o’er us, 

And all is bright and fair before us, 
But soon again, dark, wild and deep 
The rolling storm-clouds o’er us sweep. 


Say, what shall calm the anxious soul 
When thus the raging billows roll? 
Oh, what can guide our fragile bark 
Along these straits so wild and dark? 
Art, with all her learning, fails 

To guide the helm or guard the sails. 


The light—the voice of Christ can quell 
The tumult of the angry sea, 

And faith in God work all things well 
Through time and for eternity. 


Do | Forget r 


Do | forget? Oh, say not so; 
The silence dwells on all the chords, 
The bleeding heart alone may know 
No solace in the sound of words 
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The rose has faded, and the eye 
That bore the impress of its hue . 

Is dim with weeping. Ask not why 
The soul is sad and silent too. 


The heart may bleed, the eye may fade, 
And absence ask me to forget, 

But ’round the lines of deepest shade 
The lights of memory linger yet. — 


Come, Gaze on the Stars 


Come, gaze on the stars as in other days 

When thy spirit partook of their light; 
They are beautiful yet, and their twinkling lays 
I fancy | hear in their silver rays 

Coming down through the silence of night. 


Oh, look on the stars; their messages come 
Full of pity, of mercy and love 
To our sin-fallen world, to lighten its gloom 
And woo us away to the happy home 
Of joyous life above. 


Come, fling from thy mind its corroding care, 
Awhile let thy spirit be free 

To dwell with the calm, gentle stars, and share 

Their beauty, their light and tranquility there 
In the depths of the wide upper sea. 


In vain mid the throng of our toil and strife 
We seek for the priceless key 
That will open the gates to the mansion of life, 
For darkness and dimness and sorrow are rife . 
In our striving with earth to be free. 
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But great are the worlcs of our God: and the host 
Displayed in the heavens above 

Humble our pride and inspire us the most 

With his spirit divine, till we feel ourselves lost 

_In his wisdom, his light and his love. 


Then come when the turmoil of day has gone by, 
And silence dwells deep with the night, 

Come, look on the stars, come, gaze on the sky 

With a heart that reads, and a soul-moving eye 

- That can trace their pure language aright. 


There are moments in life when the spirit can know 
Of the joys to angels given; 

These balance whole years of care and woe, 

They shine like the stars on our darkness below, 
And kindly invite us to heaven. 


Reminiscences 


Rouse, oh, rouse your pleasing train, 
Days of childhood, once again 

Let, oh, let your joyful smile 

Light the darkened brow awhile. 


I] see you now, ye scenes of yore, 
Around the throne of memory rise, 

Free as the light wave on the shore, 
Yet gentle as the summer skies. 


The rock, the hill, the flowery plain 
Now open to my view again. 

The classic grove, the dim old wood, 
The winding stream, the far-off flood, : 


Young Manhood cre 


The sunny cove where childhood played 
Beneath the lone old elm tree’s shade, 
The rustic swing that from its bough 
Hung idly down—I see them now. 


And yonder, where the streamlet laves 
A slight embankment by its side, 

There fancy painted bank and waves 
A mountain and a foaming tide. 


On yonder eminence our cot 
In ample freedom seems to rise, 
The dearest and the loveliest spot, 
Though last to open on mine eyes. 


Oh, let me dwell a moment there, 
That joy may shed a crystal tear 
Ere care shall break the mystic chain 
And cast me on the world again. 


A mother’s arms are ’round me thrown, 
A joy is beaming from her eve, 
A father calls me all his own, 
A sister’s lighter form is nigh, 
And white-wlnged peace is floating o’er 
The silver tide of life once more. 


Long Ago 


Like the sunlight on the river, 
Like the morning’s deepest glow, 

Golden beams are floating ever 
O’er the scenes of long ago. 


BS 
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Long ago the dim old wildwood 
And the rocks beside the sea 
Heard the merry laugh of childhood, 
Sounded back our tones of glee. 


And the classic greenwood bowers, 
Bright with Hebe’s cloudless smile, 
Saw amid their sunny hours 
All ‘‘The Children of the Isle.”’ , 


Mountains in the veiling distance, 


Valleys lying far below 
Gave a charm to our existence. 
In the days of long ago. 


Long ago the white sails glistened 
In the morn or evening’s ray, 
Long ago our wild hearts listened 

To the rolling, roaring sea. 


Rills adown the rocks were flowing, 
Giving wild tones to the air; 

Stars were from their bright arch throwing 
Spirit beams around us there. 


Oh, the joys of recollection, — 
How the waves of memory flow, 

Bringing up in sweet connection 
All the scenes of long ago. 





Gennesaret 


The sea was dark, the waves dashed high, 
And the light grew dim in the angry sky; 
The mariners toiled mid the foaming surge 
Till the song of the heart grew sad as a dirge. 
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The boldest quaked, for they knew not the form 
That walked by their side in the midst of the storm. 


Mariners we, on the sea of life, 

And our hearts grow sad mid the world’s keen strife; 
The waves dash high and the stars disappear, 

For we sometimes forget that Jesus-is near. 


A Sabbath .Morn 


A Sabbath morn! oh, who would dare intrude 
With strife upon the stillness of the hour? 

All but the low-breathed tones seem harsh and rude, 
An outrage on the sweetness of its power. 


Oh, may thy influence ever thus remain 

To soothe the woes, the passions of mankind; 
And be thy presence never felt in vain, 

But deeply known and cherished in my mind. 


God of the Sabbath, let my spirit be 

Imbued with power, with life and light divine, 
That every wish may center deep in thee, 

And all the turnings of my will conform to thine 


Bereaved 


Farewell, farewell, departed one, farewell; 
I would not grieve thee with these tears of mine, 
| would not flee to thy fond heart to tell 
The sorrows of my life bereft of thine; 
But rather let thy joyous spirit shine 
In all the glory sainted souls may share; 
I will not at the ills of life repine, 
But with the help of God my sorrows bear, 
That I may gain thy home to meet thee there. 
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To Minnie 
(Set to music, 1861) 
I love thine eye’s mild light, Minnie, 
A star in the twilight sky, 
The first that gems the night, Minnie, 
Is the rival of thine eye. 


The stars above all shine, Minnie, 
The brighter the darker the night, 

Reserving for day's decline, Minnie, 
The depths of their purest light. 


True, storms may sometimes rise. Minnie, 
And darkness the heavens fiil, 

But then we know the skies, Minnie, 
Are resting above us still. 


And when the clouds are gone, Minnie, 
With brighter and purer light, 

We know the stars will come, Minnie, 
To gladden again the night. 


I love the orbs of night, Minnie, 
And the starlight of thine eve 

Is like yon gem of light, Minnie, 
That rules in the evening sky. 


A Prayer 


Lift me, lift me up today; 
Make me better than before; 
Guide me, hold me when | pray; 
My own weakness | deplore. 
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Strengthen thou my faith and trust; 
On thy arm | would rely; 

Thou rememberest I am dust; 
Let me know that thou art nigh. 


Satisfied in thee to dwell 
Till the storm of life is past, 
I will love thy love to tell, 
Hoping, trusting to the last. 





Murphy Hymn 
Read July 4, 1877 


Our fathers’ God, to thee we raise 

This day our songs of earnest praise. 

We bless thee for this glorious land, 
The institutions of the free; 

We thank thee for this Murphy band 
Who celebrate this day to thee, 

And ask thy all-protecting power 

To keep us safely from this hour. 


A century and more, thine eye 
Hath watched our boon of liberty. 

A hundred freighted years have passed 
Since first our nation’s life began, 
Since through old Pennsylvania’s halls 
The thrilling voice of freedom ran. 
We will be free, our fathers said, 

And trusted in the Lord for aid. 


God grant that now all o’er our land 

The children of our sires may stand 

With bolder front and purer brow 
To hand our banner, all untorn, 
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Unsullied, holier than now, 

To rising millions yet unborn, — 
Transmitting to the future free 
The blood of patriot ancestry. 


We own with shame the foul disgrace, 


The curse of slavery on our race. 
With lip compressed we drop the pall 
O’er all the past of crimes and tears, 
Nor from the shadowy scene recall 
The toil and strife of struggling years, 
But weep in silence o’er the brave 
Who died our bleeding land to save. 


Till freedom’s proclamations ran 

Like words of fire through all our land, 

Our armies failed, our soidiers fell 
Before the foe in causeless strife, 

But when to justice rose the swell, 
Thy hand decreed a nation’s life, 

And turned the tide of victory 


. At once for freedom and the free. 


O God, we own thy saving hand 
Through all the conflicts of our land, 
And, trusting thee, renew our vow 
To work for victories yet to be, 
And wait and watch the hour when thou 
From rum shall speak our nation free, 
Make sorrowing millions to rejoice, 
And crown with peace the Murphy boys. 


LATER POEMS 





Mission Hymn 


The Lord is my salvation, 
My life, my light, my song, 
My great high tower, my temple— 
His battlements are strong. 
I'll trust him in the morning, 
And in the noontide glare; 
Ill trust him in the evening; 
1] trust him everywhere. 


CHORUS: Oh, glory, hallelujah! 
The Lord is always true, 
And he is ever able 
To take his children through. 


I'll trust him though the shadows 
Are sometimes dark and deep; 
I know the loving Father 
My trembling steps will keep. 
The light of human reason 
May fail us in an hour, 
But God has promised truly 
To keep us by his power. 


CHORUS— 
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Tidings 
Tidings, rich tidings of gold o’er the sea, 
A fortune, they tell me, is waiting for me 
In England, provided the record be made 
Of heirship so clear that no judge can evade. 
But the court of exchequer, indifferent and old, 
Is slow to concede any right to its gold. 
The barons, in rendering decision, ’tis said, 
Look always from out of one side of the head. 
So the wealth of my kinsman most likely will be 
Bestowed on the lordly far over the sea. 


Gold, gold in my fingers! Come, take it who will; 


* A fortune is promised for labor and skill. 


Fine mansions, the work of most exquisite art, 
Surroundings enrapturing to head and to heart, 
With plentiful store of all you can crave; 
Provisions, stocks, goods in abundance | have. 
Come, come to the bidding; just bow at my shrine, 
Cries the god of this world, and a fortune is thine. 


Ah, vain thy pretentions, false schemer, all vain 
Thy banners delusion, thy victory pain. 

Though earth hath her baubles, her glitter and show 
No peace in her pleasures her votaries know, . 

For death, gloomy death, as the wages of sin 
Stands awfully near where her treasures come in, 


Lo! here is a fortune, come, take it who will; 
Jehovah hath promised and he will fulfill. 
Behold, it is life, life eternal to know 

The only true God and our Savior below. 
Aye, life, life eternal, come, take it and live, 
Yes, freely bestowed upon al] who believe, 
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Earth shrinks into nothing, with all she can yield, 
When once the true riches above are revealed. 


No waiting long sessions of courts, no delay. 
God knows who are his, and bestows it today. 
No quibble *bout heirship, no record to prove, 
The Spirit bears witness and seals with his love. 
A gift from my Father, a treasure divine, 

I] have it! | have it! for Jesus is mine. 


He Leadeth Me 


In all this world, through all its cares, 
Its fleeting hours of pain and grief, 

From all life’s seeming ills, O Lord, 
Thy constant presence brings relief. 


No labor now, no pressing fears, 
No heavy-laden task to bear; 
To battle on with false ideas 
Is now made light beneath thy care. 


Thy hand to lead, thy truth divine 
A standard on my pilgrim way, 

- Thy promised life shall never-cease 

To turn all darkness into day. 


I ask no higher boon; | crave 
No greater privilege than this: 
To walk with God, to know, to feel 
My hand, my life, secure in his. 


G2 
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To my Sister 
R. L. Doudna, Quaker City, Ohio, July 11, 1903. 


Dear sister, in our younger days 
We loved to chant the poet’s lays, 
And somehow hoped that fancy’s dream 
In after days would prove so true 
That nothing could disturb the stream 
Of joyous life the whole way through. 
The earth, the air, the sky would glow 
With equal charm and blending hue 
To gild each day our path below, 
And prove our youthful vision true. 


We knew not then the sweetest flower , 
The gem of all the garden bower, 

Has need of thorns to guard its place . 
And keep its loveliness and grace; 
But soon we learned from day to day 
To take life in its usual way; 

That care and sorrow, though alloy, 
Are needed in the cup of joy; 

That God himself might have an hour 
In which to show his love and power, 
From earthly cast to set us free 

And give us wider liberty. 


Tis thus he leads the human race 
To perfect joy, to heavenly grace. 
He shades the picture line on line 
To give our vision deeper view, 
And somehow lets his light divine 
With great effect come shining through. 
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In Corcoran Hall one. masterpiece 
Made all my waiting soul respond. 

The surface shades found glad relief 
From floods of golden light beyond. 


We look behind, the fleeting days 
Like moments in the past appear; 
We look before and clearly see 
The four-score milestone Very near. 
But now we find our souls as young 
As in the days of youthful prime, 
‘Aye, younger, brighter, happier far, 
Just polished by the hand of time. - 


The earth is lovely as of yore 
With bud and flower and robes of green, 
Of grain and fruit a wondrous store; 
The arch of night, her silent sheen 
More lovely even than before, 
Inspires our wonder more and more. 


What though these transient forms shall fail 
To echo spirit voices here, 
We know that death cannot assail 
The house God gives in his own Sphere. 
So let us live in joyful rest 
Of faith and hope and humble trust 
Till angels ope the shining gate 
And point to mansions of the just. 
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Consecration 


Now | come to thee, oh, Lord, 
Trusting all I have to thee, - 

Through thy ever blessed word; 
Take me now and make me free. 


Free from all of selfish strife. 
All desire of earth’s alloy— 
Glory! now the stream of life 
Fills my soul with peace and joy. 


Hallelujah to his name! 
Jesus over all shall rise; 
Angels shout the glad acclaim, 
Glory fills the bending skies. 


Waiting 


We are waiting bv the river 
Looking o’er the ebbing tide; 

Loving ones have passed before us; 
We are waiting on this side. 


Waiting, watching till the dawning 
Of eternity appear, 

Till we hear the angels calling, 
We are waiting, waiting here. 


Love and hope rejoiced together, 
Thinking nothing can divide; 

Faithful ones have crossed the river; 
We are waiting on this side. 
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SERMONETTES 





“The light shineth in darkness; the darkness comprehended it not.*’—Jno. 1-5 


The Lord showed me with satisfactory clearness that 
the word comprehend here is not to be taken to mean 
apprehend as so many construe it; but comprehend in 
its original sense, which means to embrace, or hold with- 
in its jurisdiction or power, as: The United States of 
America comprehend the different States of the Union. 
The darkness never will nor can understand the light, 
‘but if we let the light come in it will. dispel the darkness 
to its last remnant, showing clearly that it is not in the 
least subject to the powers of darkness, neither affected 
by its presence or control. It shines out from the very 
throne of God with all controlling power and will drive. 
out every vestige of Sigs! Bei and doubt and fear from, 
the soul of that matt Will fearlessly open his windows 
and let it come in. I was glad when [I saw this great 
truth. | BiJ f 

E375 apenas Ulin 
“Except a man be born again he cannot see the kingdom of God.”—Jap Q25. 


Jesus saw that Nicodemus was on the natural plane 
of human understanding and therefore did not stop to 
explain his first proposition in ‘answer to the question 
of the Jewish ruler; but passed directly to the second, 
saying, “Except a man be born of water and of the Spirit, 
he cannot enter into the Kingdom of God.” There are 
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two important points in this lesson I wish to notice. If 
you look carefully you will perceive the difference be- 
tween seeing and entering into the kingdom. We ascend 
a mountain, and from that elevation, with the help of a 
glass, we see a beautiful city in the distance. It is so 
lovely in appearance we desire to go into it, long to 
enter its gates. But there is distance to overcome, and, 
may be, obstacles to meet on the way. 

This corresponds with the man who is convinced 
of the Truth, has repented of his sins, and feels the love 
ef God flowing through his soul.- This spiritual elevation 
has given him a sight of the beautiful city, and he longs 
to enter within its walls. This condition represents true 
conversion. To be born of water and of the Spirit is the 
second work of grace, by which a man loses the carnal 
mind, and puts on the new man, changed from the selfish 
nature to the nature and spirit of Christ, lovingly walking 
with him all the journey of life. 


If we examine the holy scriptures carefully we will 
find that the word water is used to represent the essential 
truth from Genesis to Revelations. God said through the 
Prophet: “My people have committed two evils, they have 
forsaken me, the fountain of living water, and hewed out 
to themselves cisterns, broken cisterns that can hold no 
water.” Jesus said to the woman at the well: ‘“Whoso- 
ever drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall 
never thirst; but. the water that I shall give him shall 
be in him a well of water, springing up into everlasting 
life.’ Jesus says: “I am the Truth and the Life; no man 
cometh to the Father but by me.” The Truth and the 
Life constitute the Way; they are the essential elements 
of the Gospel, the very embodiment of Christ. The 
Truth alone is not sufficient for salvation, but when united 
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with the Life, it becomes the living water of which Jesus 
spoke. 

Neither is the other element sufficient in itself, but 
the two must unite in-perfect accord to produce the true, 
full, rounded out Christian character, the new man in 
Christ Jesus. This is what our Savior means when he 
says: “Except ye eat the flesh of the Son of Man and 
drink his blood ye have no life in you.” The truth and 
-the life represented by the flesh and the blood. The 
same great lesson is taught in the expression, “Except- 
aman be born of water and of the Spirit he cannot enter 
_into the Kingdom of God. 
| After being born so as to see the kingdom it is neces- 
sary to come under the sanctifying power of the essen- 
tial Truth and the quickening, sealing power of the Spirit 
of God in order. to enter into the kingdom, to realize the 
protection and security of its government, and the peace, 
the joy and the glory of its hallowed associations. 





Twenty-third Psalm 


This beautiful production was the spontaneous result 
of perfect confidence in God. Every child of His who, 
hungering and thirsting after righteousness, reaches the 
heavenly plane of experience where all doubts and fears 
are removed, will find in the language of the Psalmist 
the natural out-flow of his soul. He will realize that the 
whole wealth of the Kingdom of Heavén is security for 
his preservation. (“He leadéth me in the paths of 
righteousness for his name’s sake.’’?) And so long as he 
remains in that room of the Lord’s house he will be kept 
by power divine, and led safely through beautiful path- 
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ways, rejoicing in the presence of God though apparent 
dangers threaten on either hand. “Yea, though I walk 
through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 
no evil for Thou art with me.” ‘The Psalmist like Job, 
had such perfect confidence in God that no fear of his 
enemies, though they were powerful, and were seeking 
continually to destroy him, could reach the citadel of 
his habitation. The presence of the living God, which 
all may realize who abide in the upper room, is security 
against ali the evils of the world. We are all walking 
through the valley of the shadows of death. Vice and 
crime and misery and woe are dark shadows on every 
hand. The shades of the valley hover over our mortal 
bodies in the shape of pain and sickness. The pleading 
allurements of worldly associations may beset our path- 
way, but if we abide in the upper room we can say con- 
tinually with David: “I will fear no evil for thou. art with 
me.” “Thy rod and thy staff they comfort me,” refer-- 
ring to the law and the promises. The law corrects and 
the premises support. We get comfort from these, but 
the great thing is the presence of God. 


Jesus Only 


In the 17th chapter of Matthew (also in Mark) we 
have the wonderful lesson of the transfiguration. The 
end of the old priesthood, and the all-sufficiency of Jesus 
Christ are here portrayed without the shadow of a doubt. 
All rites and ceremonies to be lost in the presence of 
the Son of God. Forms of‘religion and worship all yield- 
ing to the power of the baptism of the Holy Spirit. The 
disciples were willing to make three tabernacles, but the 
voice said no; types and shadows must pass away; 
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“This is my beloved son; hear ye him.” In him dwells 
all the fullness of all things. He is manifested for the 
redemption of the. race; not to be talked about, merely, 
but to be put on. Our righteousness changed to his, and 
our faith, even, swallowed up in the faith of the Son of 
God. If we are baptized into Christ we have put on 
Christ. If we have the Son, we have Life, for all life is 
in His Son. 

When the disciples heard the voice from the ghin- 
ing cloud they fell on their faces, and were sore afraid. 
Jesus came and touched them saying, “Arise; be not 
afraid.””’ And when they lifted up their eyes they saw no 
man says Jesus only. I hope the tithe will come when all 
the professors of the Christian name can hear the voice 
from the shining cloud, and feel the touch of the Son cf 
God with such power that they will arise, open their 
eyes and see Jesus only. Then will the earnest prayer 
of the blessed Lord be answered. 


In the 138th chapter of Revelations we have an ac- 
count of the two beasts, one having seven heads and ten 
horns, which Protestant Commentators agree represents 
the Roman Cathclic Chureh. What the other refers to 
has never been decided upon. The first came up out 
of the sea, and haa great power. The second came up out 
of the earth and had only two horns, and yet it had all 
the power of the first beast. The carnal priesthood can 
only be maintained by instituting certain -rites or cere- 
monies deemed essential which the laity cannot perform 
for themselves. and therefore must have a priest endow- 
ed with mediatorial functions to intercede for the common 
people. I saw clearly in this vision of the Lord that these 
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rites. commonly called Sacraments, were the horns of-the ~ 
beast. No difference whether it has one or many. By 
its horns the beast gains and keeps the mastery. 

The conscience of the laity can only bé satisfied by 
yielding to the power of the horns. If the first beast 
represents the Roman Catholic power, surely the second 
is clearly manifest in the Protestant priesthood. The 
14th chapter opens with the introduction of Jesus Christ. 
The vision comes like the sunlight. bursting through the 
clouds, with the majesty of the coming of the Son of 
God. - “As the lightning shineth out of the East and shineth 
even unto the West, so shall the coming of the Son of 
Man be.” Sudden, penetrating, convincing, overpowering, 
fiashing out over the whole ‘surface of man’s nature, chang- 
ing his tendencies, his desires, his motives, and purging 
his conscience from dead works to serve the living God. 
The fully redeemed have a new song others cannot sing. 
They have one Priesthood, one Lord, one Faith, one Bap- 
tism. : 





“In my Father’s house are many mansions.’’—John 14:2. 


Jesus is giving a practical lesson. His first words 
in the chapter indicate what he wishes to teach. ‘Let 
not your heart be troubled; ye believe in’ God, believe 
also in me; in my father’s house are many mansions.” 
He who. believes in God occupies a room in His great 
building already. The Lord says kindly to him: ‘Come 
up into another room; believe also in me.’ He does not 
condemn us fer our ignorance and want of faith, but gen- 
tly leads step by step from one vantage ground to another, 
rejoicing always in our willingness to follow. We will 
find, as we proceed, that room _ after room _ will 
open before us, and new heavties of the kingdom will be 


Sermonettes 53 


revealed. “He will lead his fiock like a shepherd; he 
will take the lambs with his arms, and carry them in his 
bosom.” He will just feed us with the proper food to 
develop spiritual life, and just as fast as we can use it. 


Peter believed in God. When Jesus called him he 
believed and followed. On one occasion he had a blessed 
illumination, and saw clearly that Jesus was the Christ; 
and he had such faith in and fellowship with the Master 
that he thought he could follow his leader to the death. 

But Peter was only in the second room, and soon dis- 
covered his presumption to be groundless, and went out 
and. wept over his miserable failure. When the day of 
Pentecost had fully come Peter stepped up into another 
room of the Lord’s house, where the windows were open, 
and the glorious sunlight of Heaven illuininated the whole 
apartment, revealing the wonderful possibilities in the 
Gospel. In this room was ‘shown to him the import of 
the words of Jesus, the object of his mission, and the 
nature and character of the Kingdom cf God. Here he 
was delivered from the fear of man, and made able to 
follow his Master to the death. Let us follow -Peter as 
he goes out from this upper room under the baptism of 
the Holy Spirit, ready to be enlarged in the things of the 
kingdom. We find Peter at Joppa tired and hungry. 
While his kind friends are preparing the meal he falls 
asleep on his couch on the house top. He sees a startling 
vision; a sheet let down by the four corners from above 
containing abundance of material for food, four footed 
beasts and creeping things, and fowls of the air; and the 
command comes sharply: “Arise, Peter, slay and eat.” 
Peter surveyed the scene and said: “I can’t do it, Lord, 
for nothing common or unclean has. ever entered my 
mouth.” The voice replied: “What God hath cleansed 
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eall not thou common or unclean.” Peter immediately 
awoke from his sleep, and, wondering what it all could 
mean, he heard a voice at the outer gate calling for him, 
and the Spirit said unto him: ‘Peter, three men at the 
gate have come for thee; arise, go with them, nothing 
doubting, for I have sent them.” The Apostle, faithful to 
the witness he had received, and carrying with him the 
full evidences of his baptism, stepped up into the large 
room of wonderful capabilities and opportunities where 
he first saw that God was no respecter of persons, but 
that in every nation, he that feared God and worked 
righteousness was accepted with Him. 

This bold advance of Peter has done more toward 
humanizing society, and christianizing the world than all 
the enforced dogmas of the organized church. °-. 


Pa 





‘*When I consider thy heavens, the work of thy fingers; the moon and stars 
which thou hast ordained; what is man that thou art mindful of him, 
and the son of man that thou visitest him?’ —Psalm 8. 

The Psalmist had always looked out upon the sun, 
moon and stars with ever-increasing wonder and admira- 
tion; and with a deep desire to know more of their les- 
sons to man. When he thought of the number and mag- 
nitude of the stellar orbs, and of the worlds about him 
ie sometimes felt that he would be overlooked by the 
great creator and manager of the universe because of the 
miniature speck of material compared with the grand 
whole—the little space occupied among the immensities 
of God’s works. If he is only to be regarded on the 
physical plane, the Psalmist feels at once that he must 
be forever lost even to the penetrating eye of the great. 
Jehovah. 

But he has felt, at times, the inspiring touch of the 
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divine finger, and known an over-ruling Power to guard 
and protect him in the hour of danger; so he cries out 
in the language of the text: “What is man that thou art 
mindful of him?” Looking away from the physical his 
soul is more than satisfied with his vision of the pos- 
sibilities of development on the spiritual plane, and he 
realizes that the destiny of man is to be even higher than 
the angels, crowned with glory and honor. Standing upon 
the material worlds and using them as evidences of God’s 
power, he now sees the superiority of mind over matter, 
and exults in the consciousness of the indwelling presence 
of God. 





-“T am the way.’’—/John 14. 


These are the words of Jesus, in reply to Thomas, 
when he was testing his disciples in regard to their 
knowledge of him, and understanding of the lesson he 
was teaching. He had said to them: “I go to prepare 
a place for you, and I will come again and receive you 
unto myself, that where | am ye may be also.” And now 
comes the strong test: “And whither I go ye know, and 
the way ye know.” Thomas said: “We know not whither 
thou goest, and how can we know the way?” ‘Thomas 
in his reply represents the understanding of the natural 
man, and perhaps that of all the disciples at that time, 
for thy were still on the material plane, looking for a 
savior, but not knowing the manner of his coming. They 
were sorrowful because the blessed Master had told them 
that He would be taken from them; and now, when their 
desire to know where and how he was going had become 
intense, he turned to Thomas and said: “I am the way.” 
I have no doubt the disciples had in their minds a physical 
locality to which he was directing them; and what con- 
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fusion must have occupied their minds when he made 
this wonderful declaration. 


If it were possible for us to lose sight of the present 
and transport ourselves back to the very scenes of Pales- 
tine history: to follow Jesus of Nazareth through the 
vicissitudes of his temporal life; to see him stretch forth 
his hand and heal the sick, open the blind eyes, unstop 
the deaf ears, loose the stammering toague, cast devils 
cut of men, and, standing by the grave of Lazarus, hear 
him command the powers of mouldering death to. let 
their victim go, and see the man come forth from the 
tomb full of new life; to see the storm waves grow calm 
at his command and then, when we had learned to love 
him and recognize in him a power beyond that of man; 
and when sorrowing because of his words telling us he 
must go away, as though he were going to some physical 
locality to fix up a home for us; and then hear him speak 
the language of the text: “Il am the Way; the Truth 
and the Life.” What could we say individually from our 
present standpoint of experience? Would not his saying 
be shrouded in mystery to many of us tuday? And would 
not many of us answer as Thomas did: “We know not 
whither thou goest, and how can we know the way?’ 
Jesus explains in few words, “I am the Way; the Truth 
and the Life.’ The Truth and Life constitute the Way. 
These two elements embody the very Son of God. These 
are represented by the water and the Spirit; the flesh 
and the blood. 

By partaking of these we know Him who is the 
resurrection and the life, and are enabled to enter into 
the Kingdom of God, the city whose walls are salvation 
and whose gates are praise. 

It was expedient for the disciples that Jesus should 
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leave them, in the physical form, and come again in the 
spiritual, which he promised to do. And this He did on 
the day of Pentecost, and gave them an understanding 
of the things he had told them. Through the baptism of 
the Holy Ghost they reached the plane of spiritual under: 
standing where Jesus could receive them unto himself. 

Blessed is he who knows this second coming of the 
Lord Jesus, without sin unto salvation. 





‘*Show us the Father and it sufficeth us.”’—John 14:8. 


These words of Philip were called out by the previous 
conversations of Jesus. He had told his disciples that he 
must go away, and would come again, and was trying to 
induct them into an understanding of Spiritual realities, 
but they were still blind to the truth he was teaching. 
Their :minds were completely occupied with objects on 
the material plane, and no wonder they were confused 


when, after Thomas. said: “We know not whither thou 
goest, and how can we know the way?” Jesus called their 
attention to himself and answered: “I am the way; no 


man cometh to the Father but by me. If ye had known 
me ye would have known the Father also.” Then Philip 
said: “Show us the Father and it sufficeth us.” Jesus 
answered: “Have I been so long time with you, and 
yet hast thou not known me, Philip? He that hath seen 
me hath seen the Father.” 

We would suppose that the disciples ought to have 
known Him after nearly three years acquaintance follow- 
ing Him up and down in His work. They had seen His 
physical form, and were convinced of His mighty power; 
- and yet, when He spoke of spiritual things they did not 
understand. In fact, they never knew Him until they 
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reached the plane on which He lived and spoke. They 
were still on the natural plane, and never understood nor 
knew Him until the day of Pentecost, when they entered 
the spiritual room of God’s house. 

“The natural man receiveth not the things of the 
spirit of God—neither can he know them, because they 
are Spiritually discerned.” “No man ecalleth Jesus the 
Lord but by the Holy Ghost.” 





“In my Father’s house are many mansions ” 


“Mansions” here has special reference to the different 
degrees or planes of experience of the believers. His 
preceding words, “Ye believe in God, believe also in me,” 
clearly indicate this. Jesus came to show us the character 
of God, and manifest his love to the human race. He 
came not to condemn mankind for their errors and’ want 
of knowledge but to make a complete offering for the 
redemption of the human race; to open the way for de- 
liverance from the powers of darkness and death; to fan 
the least spark of right belief into a flame, and thus bring 
man up step by step into the light of the knowledge of 
the glory of God in the face, or fullness, of Jesus Christ, 
to the full stature of man in Christ Jesus. He conde- 
scends to our low estate, takes man just where He finds 
him, in all his ignorance and errors, holds out the scepter 
of His love and cries in pleading tones of mercy and for- 
giveness, “Look unto me, all ye ends of the earth, and 
be ye saved.” He says to the poor troubled soul longing 
for rest: “Look to me.” Thou art the object of my 
Father’s care. Thou art already in one room of my 
Father’s house. Lift up thine eyes and see who it is 
that calleth thee. Come unto me, and I will lead thee 
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into higher rooms of experience and knowledge. Thou 
canst’ see me as the Christ yet, but believe that I am 
He, and follow as I bid thee, and thou wilt find in the 
higher mansions rest for thy troubled soul. 





“The wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err thersin.”—Isaiah 35. 


The mind of the Prophet, illuminated by the sun- 
light of Heaven, saw through the long vista of time the 
‘coming of the Son of God; the unfolding of the divine 
character in Jesus of Nazareth, and that through him, or 
the same power, man should be redeemed from all un- 
righteousness, and become partaker of the divine nature. 

We easily understand that the seafaring man is the 
one who follows the sea. So the wayfaring man is the 
one who follows the way; and Jesus Christ is the way. 
“He that followeth me shall not walk in darkness but 
shall have the light of Life.” The prophet is speaking of 
men who are in Christ, and are walking in the Truth 
and the Life. 





Ecclesiastes 12:6. 


The silver cord, in an active sense, is the natural love 
for the beautiful and good. The affections are easily en- 
listed in childhood, and the emotions are quick and strong. 
A child may be deeply offended or sorely disappointed— 
all the passions of its heart be stirred to the very depths; 
yet, let the true mother wield the earnest kiss, the lov- 
ing smile, the tender caress, the gentle word, and quick 
as the sunlight from behind a fleeting cloud the smile 
breaks forth, the storm has passed, the heart is filled with 
joy. The natural love for the beautiful of God’s works 
jis the silver cord which leads the youthful soul to think 
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of and love the Creator. With what ecstasy do they look 
out upon the peautiful flowers of spring, or listen to the 
varied notes of birds as they chant their sweet songs 
of praise among the budding boughs. Take your children 
out, when the balmy breath of spring has warmed the 
earth, into some sunny slope of woodland, and watch with 
what delight they gather wild flowers; the violet, the 
blue bells, the anemone. These, to them, are nature’s 
voices of love instinctively arousing within their very — 
souls sensations of joy. It will be an easy task at this 
moment to lead them to God, to increase reverence for 
their Creator; for the silver cord of beauty will entwine 
around their hearts and, with its gentle drawings, lift 
them un toward Heaven. 

When evening shadows come and develop the glories 
‘of the sky, let them look out upon the grand canopy of 
stars, watch their emotions, and note the thoughtful de- 
light which fills each mind as they gaze upon these 
wonder-inspiring works of God. 


Here the silver cord of love holds their minds with 
almost enchanting power. You note it by the solemn 
pause after the expression of delight; in their puzzling 
questions, and their half forgetfulness of self and-things 
around them. Parents and teachers have grand oppor- 
tunities to do good. -The young mind in which this love 
of the beautiful and good is cultivated will never be 
satisfied with a round of sinful pleasures nor gree the 
haunts of vice. 

In a passive,sense we may fonlew this silver cord 
through the susceptibility of the youthful mind to gentle 
influences of parents, of home and friends. We expect to 
find in the minister of the gospel the true friend of 
man Yet how few really appreciate their opportunities 
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for good among the young, or understand the power their 
position gives them over the rising mind. The kind 
personal notice of the pastor with his oft repeated ex- 
pressions of warm regard and true sympathy, constitute 
the silver cord which holds with wonderful power the 
affections of the youthful heart. Perhaps nothing il- 
lustrates more fully the silver cord in this sense than the 
elevating influence parents may wield over their children. 
_The devoted love of father or mother which seeks only 
the highest welfare of their offspring is indeed a strong 
cord, and fortunate are they who are not deprived of this 
true guardian care. 


The pitcher, or jar, at the fountain was a vessel placed 
there to contain a supply for those who might come for 
water. And, as pure water is the emblem of life in the 
soul, so conscience is represented by the pitcher, or reser- 
voir, prepared to catch the water as it trickles from the 
rock, and hold it in reserve for: the supply of human 
wants. Violence will break the pitcher at the fountain, 
so will disobedience to duty, and indulgence in sinful 
pleasures mar the conscience and disqualify it for hold- 
ing the pure love of God. I believe it to be a truth, that 
children before they reach the years of accountability, 
through the redemption of Christ are made fit for Heaven. 
Then it follows that when they first enter the stage of 
responsibility their consciences are clean and like the 
serviceable pitcher at the fountain, unmarred and un- 
broken, and capable of holding a fu]l supply of living 
‘water. In perfect harmony with this view the aged 
prophet, his soul illuminated by the glorious sunlight of 
eternal truth, looked out from under the dark cloud of 
superstition. which encircled his time, and was made to 


62 Dr. L. Ll. Benson 


exclaim, “Obedience is better than sacrifice, and to hearken 
than the fat of rams.” 

By the use of the wheel at the cistern the drawing 
was made easy and a generous supply continually afford- , 
ed, and thus the otherwise parched ground was made to 
yield her increase. So by faith we draw water from the 
well of salvation. Faith is the wheel. Contact with the 
scheming, dishonest world destroys our confidence in man. 
And unless our hopes are fixed in God, we will doubt | 
Him also, and thus fail to appreciate his means of grace 
furnished for our redempticn. Hence the necessity of 
the command to “Remember thy creator in the days of 
thy youth-—ere the silver cord be loosed, or the golden 
bowl be broken; ere the pitcher be broken at the fountain 
cr the wheel at the cistern.” 


Pebbles 


The threads of life are closely interwoven with those 
of death, and their similarity in size nicely preserved 
throughout the whole web. Wherever we see the powers 
of life existing to a high degree, there death will be hasty 
in its destruction. When the powers of vegetation are 
most active, decay and decomposition progress with the 
greatest rapidity. That constitution in man which gives 
vise to acute sensibility to the enjoyment of life pre- 
disposes him to extreme suffering pain and sorrow. 





There’s a bliss beyond all that the minstrel hath told 
When we from our evils are ready to part, 

When God in His mercy speaks peace to the soul 
And pours out his fullness of love in the heart, 
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Eternal Life, oh, wondrous Power? 
In form and formless still the same; 
What we call death, is but the hour 
Of opening victory in thy name. 


The “rock”? upon which Christ builds his church, 
against which the gates of hell cannot prevail, is the 
revelation of God, the Father, to the Spiritual understand- 
‘ing of man that Jesus is the Christ. 

“No man ecalleth Jesus the Lord but by the Holy 
Ghost.” 

Job believed in Ged and had the promise of seeing 
him on the earth. Job realized the promise, and his pos- 
sessions were doubled. The necessity of the second work 
of grace is plainly taught in Job. 


“For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shali all be 
made alive.” 

Glorious promise: The new man stands ready to 
come in as soon as the old man gets out. There must 
be a death before there can be a resurrection. The death 
of the old must take place before we can know the resur- 
rection power of the new man. 





I throw these pebbles into the vast ocean of thought, 
assured the effects wiil reach the other shore. 
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